26                    CANACE TO MACAREUS.

Jove justly placed him OB a stormy throne,
His people's temper is so like his own.

The north and south, and each contending blast,

Are underneath his wide dominion cast:

Those he can rale; but his tempestuous mind    15

Is, like his airy kingdom, unconfined.
Ah! what avail my kindred Gods above,
That in their number I can reckon Jove!
What help will all my heavenly friends afford,
When to my breast I lift the pointed sword ?     20
That hour, which joined us, came before its time;
In death we had been one without a crime.
Why did thy flames beyond a brother's move ?
Why loved I thee with more than sister's love ?
For I loved too ; and, knowing not my wound, 25
A secret pleasure in thy kisses found;
My cheeks no longer did their colour boast,
My food grew loathsome, and my strength I lost:
Still ere I spoke, a sigh would stop my tongue;
Short were my slumbers, and my nights were

long.                                                               so

I knew not from my love these griefs did grow,
Yet was, alas! the thing I did not know,
My wily nurse, by long experience, found,
And first discovered to my soul its wound.
"'Tis love," said she^; and then my downcast eyes, 35
And guilty dumbness, witnessed my surprise.
Forced at the last my shameful pain I tell;
And oh, what followed, we both know too well!
" When half denying, more than half content,
Embraces warmed me to a full consent,               40

Then with tumultuous joys my heart did beat,
And guilt, that made them anxious, made them

great"*

* These lines are original [and so are the quotation marks.